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| am going to "force-feed" you with CoB stories for this Ficmas! Hehel Sorry.. But the prompt was so 
intriguing, just like those two, and | gave in. | hope it isn't too stupid, since it was literally written in one go, 
with hardly any revising.. Like all stories that | have posted here, this is fictional, meant for entertainment, and 
not meant to slur or show disrespect to my beloved OTP. No profit. Three days to Christmas! 


"Janne... Janne.. Wake up!" Alexi whispered in his ear. his voice sounded urgent and agitated. 


The keyboardist opened his eyes, disoriented and confused about what had happened. His seat rocked a bit, due 
to some random turbulence, only to remind him that they were in an airplane, on their way back to Finland 


from the States. 


Outside the window, he could barely discern anything, apart from the night sky and a red, pulsing light, at the 
edge of the wingtip. Inside the cabin, the lights were also dimmed, to help the passengers sleep during the long 
transatlantic flight. He had managed to fall asleep, courtesy of the rum served after dinner and the 


accumulated exhaustion and he was actually enjoying some much-anticipated rest, until.. 


"Janne, please, wake up!" 

„Well, until the zombie next to him snatched him out of his warm, lethargic stupor with his distressed call! 
Alexi was always so unlikely to fall asleep on vehicles, and after coming out to their bandmates, it was always 
him, who was assigned the seat next to him on a plane, to keep an eye on him - and a leash to his drinking - 


and make sure he could catch up on some sleep. 


"What's wrong now, Allu?" He spoke as low as possible so as not to wake up the random passenger who was 


occupying the seat by the aisle on his right. 


Another bump of the aircraft upset them momentarily, only to make Alexi's looks even paler than they 


already were. 

"Janne.. | think lll throw up! Im so fucking nauseated." 

"Fuck! Now?" 

"Janne, please... Help me!" 

“What do you want me to do, dude? Go to the toilet! Or use the bag in front of youl" Janne whispered angrily 
and Alexi stared at him with the most pained, puppy eyes that he became emotional. "Relax and go to the 
toilet." 

"| don't think | can manage to do that." 

"Use the bag then!" 

"| dont have t- Jan" 

"Shit!" 

Alexi lurched and emptied the contents of his stomach onto his shirt and Janne's thigh, next to him. It was 
nasty. There was a fairly big blotch of vomit on the keyboardist's trousers, reeking, warm and humid. Janne 


jerked impulsively as if he was struck by lightning. 


"Shit! Look at what you've done, you moron! Oh, god, why.. Why me..? Why do | have to put up with a stupid 
dork like you...” 


"l'm sorry." Alexi mumbled, ashamed and submitted. He looked genuinely put off and distressed. He remained 
motionless in his seat, with his eyes lowered on the huge vomit stain that was slowly seeping through the 


fabric of his black shirt, impassive, indecisive, and confounded. 


"Thank you, you, moron! Get yourself cleaned, what are you waiting for? Grab some napkin." 


"|. | don't feel well..." 


‘Oh, really? Guess what - | know! Stupid! Can you stand up?" Janne grumbled and grabbed Alexi by the neck of 
his dirty shirt. The mushy stain started to drip lower; and the stench was so pungent, Janne thought he would 
throw up himself. "The things | do for you.." he muttered mostly to himself as he was trying to make their 
way to the airplane lavatories, dragging the almost inert dead weight of Alexi's body over the sleeping 
passenger that was obstructing their way. "Can you at least walk like a human being? Damn." 


They walked over the unconscious body with some difficulty. Janne was holding Alexi's arm while the latter did 
his best to keep the dirty overflow within his shirt's boundaries, by rolling the edge upwards, exposing his 
small, cute, and neatly depilated tummy. On the opposite section of the row of seats, Roope, Jaska, and Henkka 
were enjoying their sleep unperturbed. Henkka was sitting by the aisle, and sensing the repugnant waft by his 
side, he opened abruptly his sleep-laden eyes on the disheveled pair. 


"Everything OK?" he whispered, suddenly alarmed by the spectacle. 


"We'll find out.. Can you find me any spare clothes? A shirt and a pair of whatever trousers?" Janne asked 


him, obviously agitated. 


"Yes, here, take this." Henkka was quick to respond, sensing the situation, offering his black hoodie from behind 
him. He stood up and skimmed through their bags in the overhanging locker. "There... | found these... | think they 
are Jaska's sweatpants but | believe they will fit you." he said and passed Janne the clothes, after giving a 
head-to-toe glance to both men. "Is he sick again?" 


"Most likely drunk and hungover." 
"Oh, | see.. Good luck." 


Janne grinned at Henkka and dragged Alexi to the rear toilets. Then he stuffed them both into the tiny space, 
which was meant for one adult and a toddler at maximum. At least no stewardess was around to witness their 
fiasco, or maybe help them, and Janne couldn't wait for anyone's assistance, while the stinky pulp on his thigh 
was making its way to his skin. Yuck! 


With swift moves, he sat Alexi onto the toilet lid and soaked his T-shirt with abundant paper, struggling hard 
to remain calm, from the inevitable disgust, as he was cleaning away the vomit. Then he pulled the soiled 
garment over the shorter man's head carefully, muttering curses under his breath for his uncooperativeness 
and numbness. It was annoying that Alexi had surrendered his body to the keyboardist's attention, like a 
compliant, scolded boy, virtually waiting for him to do all the dirty work. Janne wetted his palm with cool water 


and swept it over the pale face of his obnoxious friend to make him come around. 


"How are you feeling?" he asked him with care. 


"Dunno... Tired..." 


"Stupid dumbass..." Janne continued patting him with wet hands, moistening his long, blond hair and smoothing it 


backwards, to reveal Alexi's pallid, broad forehead. 
‘lm so sorry, Janne.. Look at what I've done.. You're dirty all over.." 


"Yeah, | know... Shit happens - always to me. Perhaps | was a really horrible person in my previous life.. Are 


you feeling any better?" 


"Sure.. Better.. Need some water to rinse my mouth because it feels yucky." Alexi said and stood up, brushing 


clumsily against his tall lover. 


"Watch out, Allu! Be more.. flexible, we barely fit in both, here!" Janne murmured, but watched with rekindled 


interest the naked-from-waist-up figure of Alexi, bending over the tiny sink to rinse his mouth. 


His narrow hips bucked against Janne's stiff body, grinding against his crotch precariously. Janne felt the stinky 


pants stretch uncomfortably over his groin. 


"Already better.. Thanks, dude for everything.” Alexi sighed with relief, his face already gaining back a more 


humane color. "You gotta clean yourself, too.. | fucked up your pants," he continued more lively now. 
He gave Janne a meaningful look, at the disgusting stain and then at his bulging groin and he smirked. 
"My turn to help you..." he offered. 

"Henkka lent us some clothes... 


"OK, then, sit down on the toilet and take off your pants. It will be easier..." he said and pushed Janne down onto 
the lid of the toilet. 


The taller man complied with Alexi's suggestions and removed his soiled jeans with some difficulty, due to the 


narrow space. 


"Why don't you go back to your seat, remind me? | can help myself!" Janne retorted automatically but 
certainly regretted his words; Alexi looked back at him and licked his lips seductively. Nothing on him reminded 
his predicament minutes earlier. Quite the opposite: he looked as mischievous as usual before he had had those 


drinks that compromised his sobriety. 


A sudden dive of the aircraft, accompanied by some random rocking movements made Alexi drop down to his 


knees, landing his face into Janne's parted legs and flourishing groin. He gasped. 


"That's why! | need to lean on you, to walk back Besides, I've forgotten where our seats are..” 


"Stupid." 


"And, you know.. seeing you so stressed out, all because of me, I'd like to make some amends." Alexi said with 


a naughty smile on his lips and he nuzzled between Janne's legs provocatively. 
"What amends, Allu?" 


"You know.. Amends.." He tugged Janne's underwear aside, revealing a worthy hard-on that sprang forth into 


his face. 
Alexi didn't hesitate and put the erect shaft into his mouth with a moan of delight. 


"Wh..What are you doing?" Janne sighed, battling his urge to fuck harder Alexi's eager mouth. "We are in an 


airplane..." 
"Mmmhmm.." Alexi sucked deep and hard while teasing Janne's balls with his hand. 
"We're not that private.. Ooohhh.. They'll.. catch... us..." 


‘I've always wanted to do something naughty in an airplane. And after today, well.. You know.. You deserve it.. 
And | need something tastier in my mouth" he said and returned to his task with a long, demonstrative lick 
along Janne's shaft. 


A discreet bell rang somewhere far away, signaling the "fasten-your-seatbelt" alarm. "We are entering a zone 
of severe turbulence. Please, return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts until the seatbelt sign is off" the 


stewardess announced from the speakers. 


"Shit..." Janne murmured, unable to move. "Did you hear..?" he asked, but the airplane started to vibrate and 


rock violently. 
"Shh... We are safe here.. Unless you want me to stop!" 


"Fuck, no.. Oohhh... Please, Alllu.." Janne made up his mind instantly and grabbed Alexi by the hair, forcing his 


head lower, and burying his erection deeper into the guitarist's pliant mouth. 


A knock on the lavatory door escorted by an indifferent "Please, return to your seat!" didn't suffice to 
interrupt them. Alexi was blowing him with paralyzing dexterity and all he could do was yield to the passion and 
the lust of the moment. He couldn't last long, anyway. The little brat had made him extremely horny - and this 
was a great opportunity for some.. action. Another knock on the door was heard but obviously remained 


unanswered, 


"Oh, baby.. | can't hold it any longer... I'm... Ah..." 


The door of the lavatory flung open wide at the exact same moment Janne was cumming into Alexi's mouth, 
with a long, heartfelt groan of relief. A beautiful stewardess appeared in front of them, who froze in place 
with the unexpected encounter. Apparently, that was not what she expected to find in there. Janne blinked 
shocked, unable to hold back the elation Alexi was causing him. Time stopped momentarily, as he and the 
speechless girl exchanged dumbfounded, embarrassed looks. Automatically, he shoved Alexi's head in his front, 
grabbing his hair, in his vain attempt to cover his exposed nakedness and the evidence of his most private 
function. Alexi grunted at being smothered, while the girl was taking a couple of seconds to assimilate the 
spectacle and compose herself before she reacted. 


"Sirs! Please! Return to your seats! And remain seated.. until the seatbelt sign is turned OFF." 


The end 
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